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obeyed than in the Haram. The Sheikh of the Doorway,
an old Arab whose duty it is to take care of the wor-
shippers' shoes, commanded several younger men to
assist us. They took my slippers and Mahomed Salie's
sandals, but never gave any ticket. At every gateway
there is accommodation for several thousand pairs, yet
no difficulty arises in identifying them despite the
absence of tally slips.

While removing my footgear I noticed some light-
skinned, well-groomed men who tugged most curious
contraptions from the bottom of their shoes. By a kind
of snap-lock they removed the complete sole leaving
the rest of the foot protected, as though they were only
wearing spats.

These soles the sheikh filed away as he did the sandals
of more usual worshippers. I asked the Matof what the
practice meant.

"The men yonder are rich Turks/' came his explana-
tion; "they have those special shoes made at Con-
stantinople. If one presses a spring on the heel the sole
comes off and thus the rule about going barefoot
is conveniently obeyed. The people are strange in
many ways/' continued Mahomed Salie. "They will
spend more money on such a thing thai? you or I
would spend on a robe, and they even carry their own
knife, fork and spoon in a leather case when they go to
dine."

Along those marble ledges lay an unbelievably curious
assortment of footwear.    Persian, Chinese, Japanese,
and other outlandish specimens  of cobbling